BY A SNIFT FLICK OF THE WRIST, 
“We LEFT HAND OF THE DevIL 
WIPED AWAY A THIRD OF THE 
PEOPLE UNDER GODS WATCH. THE 
HEAVENS WERE FILLED WITH 
BLACKENED CLOUDS, THE SUN 
BLOTTED FROM THE SKY. SNOW 
BURNED THE LAND AS IF IT WERE 
‘ON FIRE AND TOOK WITH IT HALF 
OF THE VEGETATION AND THAT OF 
HALF OF THE BEASTS OF THE 
LAND._ IN THE WAKE OF THE SUN 
RETURNING TO EARTH ANOTHER 
THIRD OF THE WORLDS POPLLA- 
TION PERISHED FROM SICKNESS, 
DISEASE, AND HUNGER. GOD 
LOOKED DOWN LPON His 
CREATION. SURPRISE GRACED THE 
BROW OF THE HEAVENS. THIS HAD 
NOT BEEN WRITTEN; THIS HAD 
NOT BEEN THE PLAN. THE QUEUE 
TO THE GATES OF HEAVEN WAS 
LONGER THEN IT HAD EVER BEEN. 
THE DREAMERS SANG AND THE 
AFFLICTED CRIED STANDING IN THE 
CLOUDS BEFORE THE GATE. THE 
‘SOULS RAINING INTO HELL 
FLOODED DIS AND SOUSED THE 
ETERNAL INFERNOS OF THE DEEP. 
HEAVEN WAS CRYING, HELL WAS 
SILENT. JUDGMENT DAY HAD 
COME, BUT NOT AT THE HANDS OF 
THE SO-CALLED GODS. BUT AT 
THE HANDS OF AN INDIVIDUAL. 
IT HAS BEEN TEN YEARS SINCE 
THE LIBERATION AND DESTRUCTION 
OF LITOPIA. TEN YEARS SINCE 
THE REIGN OF TERROR KNOWN AS 
THE BROKEN CIRCLE WAS PELLED. 
ALMOST A THIRD OF THE WORLD'S 
POPULATION WERE TURNED TO 
NOTHING MORE THEN ATOMS IN 
THE BLINK OF AN EYE. THE CROWN 
JEWEL OF AN EMPIRE BUILT WITH 
ABSOLUTE CONTROL, WAS 
REDUCED TO A COLOSSAL CRATER 
IN THE EARTH. 
NO ONE WILL EVER KNOW THE 
NAME OF THE MAN THAT SET 
THEM FREE. NO ONE WILL EVER 
KNOW OF THE SACRIFICE HE MADE, 
NO ONE WILL EVER KNOW WHAT 
CAUSED THE BLAST. ALL THEY 
KNOW IS BY SOME GRUESOME 
HAND OF FATE THEY WERE ALL 
GIVEN A SECOND CHANCE. ALL 
‘THEY KNOW IS THAT THEY ARE 
FREE. A DREAM THAT HAD DIED 
LONG BEFORE THE END HAD COME. 
UNSTUFFED AND STUFFED 
CITIZENS OF THE PLANET LET OUT 
A SIGH OF RELIEF AS THE BOOT 
LIFTED FROM THEIR BACKS. ONE 
‘COULD NOT BE TOLD FROM THE 
OTHER AND SINCE THERE WAS NO 
INFLUENCE THE FEAR OF THE 
BOGINUN EVAPORATED. 


ACROSS THE WORLD IN THE DAYS 
AFTER THE BLAST. SO FIERCE 
WAS THE EXPLOSION, FOR AN 
ENTIRE YEAR ASH FILLED CLOUDS 
BLANKETED PLANET. FROM POLE 
TO POLE THE CLOUDS OF GREY 
WERE UN-BREACHABLE, DESPAIR 
‘TURNED TO PANIC AS THE 
ECONOMY DISAPPEARED OVER 
NIGHT, THERE WAS NO HELP ON 
ITS WAY. THE ELECTROMAGNETIC 
PULSE WAS SO FIERCE IT PUT AN 
END TO MOST OF THE: 
TECHNOLOGY AROUND THE WORLD. 
REPORTS OF SATELLITES FALLING 


EXTINCT FROM ACID RAIN, TOXIC 
ASH, AND LACK OF SUNLIGHT. AT 
FIRST THERE WERE GIANT ROTTING 
BOGS OF FORESTS AND FIELDS BLT! 
‘THESE WERE DESTINED TO THE 


CIPITATION. RADIOACTIVE ASH WAS 
|SEWN DEEP INTO THE SOIL AND 
EARTH. WILD ANIMALS EITHER 
PERISHED FROM HUNGER OR WERE 
HUNTED TO NEAR EXTINCTION. 

NO ONE CAN SAY FOR SURE BUT 
IT IS COLLECTIVELY ESTIMATED 
THAT A SECOND THIRD OF THE 
PLANETS POPULATION PERISHED IN 

‘THE YEAR AFTER THE BLAST FROM 
HUNGER AND RADIATION POISON- 
ING. CITIES FELL, AS SUPPLIES 
NEVER CAME, PEOPLE WERE 


TO STARVATION. | CAN TELL YOU 
THERE WAS LITTLE TO NO CRIME 
IN THE EARLY YEARS. PEOPLE 
GROUPED TOGETHER IN A GENUINE 
SPIRIT OF PLUSH BROTHERHOOD. 
WE WERE SO CONCERNED FOR 
SHELTER AND FOOD IN THOSE DAYS 
THAT NOTHING ELSE MATTERED. 
MONEY WAS WORTHLESS, AND 
WHAT WORTH WE HAD WAS WHAT 
WE COULD CARRY ON OUR VERY 
BACKS. IF YOU WERE NOT DYING 
OF STARVATION OR EXPOSURE 
THEN THE RADIATION POISONING 


LEAKING, HIDE RAW AND PATCHY. 
THEY ARE THE WALKING DEAD OF 
THE WORLD. THERE IS NO WAY TO 
SAVE THEM; ALL ONE CAN OFFER 
IS A QUICK DEATH. 


‘SHUNNED AND OUTCAST THEY 
WANDER THE AREAS BETWEEN 
THE POCKETS OF LIFE. 


| SPENT THE FIRST YEAR 
WITH GREY IN THE WWMEDIATE 
AFTERMATH OF FOX's 
PERSONAL WAR. | COULD 
KISS THAT LITTLE ORANGE 
BASTARD BECALISE GREY AND 
I NEEDED EACH OTHER. HE 
KNEW THE WORLD THAT WAS 
FALLING APART. WE SPENT 
‘MOST OF OUR TIME ALONE IN 
‘A CAVE, GREY BRINGING 
(CLEAN WATER AND FOOD 
FROM GOD KNOWS WHERE. 
‘THE ESCAPE POD SERVED AS 
‘A TOOL TO STAY ALIVE. YOU 
HAVE GOT TO HAND IT TO. 
THAT LITTLE BASTARD OF A 
HAMSTER. WHEN IT CAME TO 
GOOD EQUIPMENT HE NEVER 
SKIMPED. THE POD HAD A 
SIX-MONTH SURVIVAL 
BATTERY WITH SUPPLIES TO 
MATCH, THERE WERE QUIET 
DAYS OF REST LISTENING TO 
THE WIND OUTSIDE AND WON- 
DERING WHAT WAS HAPPENING 
IN THE WORLD, THE RADIO 
FROM THE SHIELDED POD 
PICKED UP SCATTERED 
REPORTS, THE EMERGENCY 
BAND JUST HAD A SINGLE 
MESSAGE THAT PLAYED EVERY 
TEN MINUTES. A HISS OF 
STATIC AND ALWAYS A 
MONOTONE MACHINE VOICE 
READING, TIME, DAY, MONTH, 
YEAR, ESTIMATED CASUALTY 
COUNT, CLOUD CoveRAsE 
AND A LIST OF AUXILIARY 
EMERGENCY CHANNELS, THE 
LOCAL REPORTS WERE OF 
COMMON MEETING PLACES 
‘AND GROUPING POINTS. WE 
‘ALWAYS LISTENED BUT NEVER 
ANSWERED. BROWNS MEAGER 
OUTER FORCES ATTEMPTED 
TO REGAIN CONTROL OF 
THEIR CITIES ONLY TO FIND 
THEM EMPTY. EVEN THE 
MILITARY STRAGGLERS WERE 
‘SOON DISBANDED, AS FOOD 
GREW SCARCE. STARVATION 
AND THE PROSPECT OF A. 
‘SLOW AGONIZING DEATH AT 
THE HANDS OF NATURE CAN 
TAKE EVEN THE MOST FERO- 
CIOUS FIRE OUT OF ONES 
HEART. OF COURSE THERE 
‘ARE THOSE MILITARY INSTAL- 
LATIONS THAT SIMPLY DISAP- 
PEARED WITHOUT A WORD. IT 
IS ALMOST BETTER TO HEAR 
ABOUT A MINOR STRUGGLE 
WITH THEM INSTEAD OF 
HEARING NOTHING AT ALL. 
EVENTUALLY THE RADIO WENT 
SILENT AND THE ONLY SOUND 
THAT FOLLOWED WAS STATIC. 


(AS THE FIRST ANNNERSARY OF 
“THE DISASTER ROLLED ONTO THE 
CALENDAR, | FOUND GREY 
‘SUDDENLY MISSING FROM THE 
PILE OF BLANKETS THAT SERVED 

‘AS OUR BED. IT HAD BEEN AS IF 

HE WERE NAUGHT BUT A 

FIGMENT OF MY OWN UMAGINA- 

TION. HE HAD DISAPPEARED WITH 

HIS FEW THINGS. MOSTLY JUST 
‘A FEW TOOLS; ALL OF THE 
SUPPLIES HE LEFT FOR ME, 
THAT IS JUST HOW HE WAS. 
EVEN THE FAMILIAR SCENT OF 
HM AROUND THE CAVE HAD 
STARTED TO FADE. | COLD 
ONLY Pick UP WISPS OF IT, WITH 
EACH BREATH IT DISAPPEARED. | 
WAS ALONE, STANDING ON MY 
WN TWO FEET. OF COURSE | 
WAS SAD THAT HE HAD LEFT BUT 
| WAS SECURE IN THE KNOWL= 
EDGE THAT HE TRUSTED ME TO 
TAKE CARE OF MYSELF. IT WAS 
His BELIEF IN ME THAT FIRED 
‘ME TO MOVE. HE KNEW NO 
(MATTER THE OUTCOME THAT I 
WOULD BE OKAY ON MY OWN. | 
LEFT SHORTLY AFTER; TO START 
MY OWN JOURNEY. WHAT EVER 
HAD PULLED HIM AWAY OR 
WHEREVER HE HAD GONE I OFTEN 
WONDER OF THE ADVENTURE. 

KNOWING GREY AND FOX Like | 

DID, TROUBLE WAS NEVER MORE 

THEN A TAILS LENSTH BEHIND 

EITHER OF THEM. EVEN AFTER 

A DECADE, | NEVER SAW HM 

(AGAIN, | HEARD MANY RUMORS 

(OF THE RIGHT HAND OF THE 
DEVIL AND HIS DEMONS BUT 
FOUND MOST TO BE ROWANTIC 
FANTASY INSPIRED BY THE HARD 
TWES, THe DeviLs HANDS 
WERE GHOSTS OF THE PAST. 
JUST & MYTH TO FRIGHTEN 
CHILDREN WITH. 

WHO am IP WHAT Was ay 
PAST? DOES IT REALLY MATTER 
Does ONE COUNT LIFE AS THE 
EARLIEST MEMORY TO THE 
LATEST? IF 80 MY EARLIEST 
‘MEMORY 1S BEINS "BORN" TO 
FOX AND GREY, AND HAVIN 
THEM RAISE ME. THE TEN OR 

{50 HOURS WITH THEM WERE 
THAT OF MY CHLDHOOD. 
TEACHING, HELPING, SAVING 
SCOLDING, AND ACCEPTING. 
THEY SENT Me OUT INTO THE 
WORLD, AND NOW HERE | AM, 
FILLED WITH THEIR LESSONS, 
‘ALL THE INFORMATION ON MY” 
PAST WAS WIPED QUT WHEN 
UTOPIA TURNED INTO A SMALL 
‘SUN,_| KNOW IT SHOULD NOT 
MATTER WHERE | WAS FROM. 
‘THE WHOLE WORLD WAS GIVEN A 
‘SECOND CHANCE TO CHANGE 
WHO THEY WERE. TO THROW 
OFF THE CHAINS OF A PAST 
THAT WAS FORCED UPON THEM, 
AND TO START OVER. YET ALL'| 
WANT TO DO IS FIND OUT WHO | 
WAS THEN. THERE IS A LARGE 
PIECE OF ME THAT IS BLANK. | 
WILL FOREVER BE IN CONSTANT 
WONDER ABOUT MY ORIGINS. 


I MOVED SLOWLY THROUGH THE SECOND 
AND THIRD YEARS, | TRIED TO SETTLE 
DOWN WITH VARIOUS SHATTERED cOM- 
(MUNITIES IN AN EFFORT TO SURROUND 
AUSELE WITH A GROUP OF PEOPLE. | 
BELIEVE | THOUGHT SURROUNDING 
MYSELF WITH PEOPLE WOULD MAKE ME 
FEEL MORE SECURE. BUT AFTER A FEW 
WEEKS, A MONTH AT THE MOST, [ 
WOULD FIND MYSELF WALKING. WHERE? 
00 NOT KNOW. MY SOUL IS RESTLESS. 

|IPEEL THAT | NEED SOME PURPOSE, 
TO FEEL THAT THE WORLD NEEDS ME.” | 
HAVE TRIED TO CONCEIVE A CHILD MANY 
TWMES SO THAT | May HAVE SOME 
PURPOSE IN LIFE. BUT BROWN AND His 
SCIENTISTS HAVE LEFT ME AS BARREN 
‘4S THE WORLD AROUND ME. | NO. 
LONGER FEEL THE PLEASURE OF SEX, 
NOR 00 I KNOW IF | EVER DD. IT ISA 
MEANINGLESS ACT USED FOR PROCRE- 
[ATION OR AS A SOURCE FOR CASH. | 
‘TRULY FRIGHTENED ANISELF ONE 
EVENING, NEARLY KILLINS THE POOR 
BASTARD THAT WAS ASTRIDE. A HEAT 
AROSE IN (ME THAT DID NOT ORIGINATE 
FROM HIS PATHETIC ATTEMPT AT INTER- 
COURSE, MY THOUGHTS HAVING 
WANDERED DURING THE BORING ACT TO 
THE BACK OF MY MIND. JUST WANTING 
ALGHILD | EXPERIENCE THE ACT FOR 
WHAT IT 1S, BREEDING. | LAY BACK AND 
LET THEM 60 TO WORK AS | RUMMAGE 
THROUGH THE WRECKAGE OF MY BRAIN 
FOR FIVE MINUTES. TRYING DOORKNOB 
AFTER DOORKNOB AND FINDING THEM 
ALL LOCKED HAD BECOME A COMWON 
EXPERIENCE. SO TO SAy I WAS SUuR- 
PRISED WOULD BE CORRECT WHEN | 
FOUND A DOOR OPENING TO ME. 
‘SURPRISE TURNED TO HORROR AS 
UWAGES OF MY SKIN SPLAYED OPEN AND 
WICKED LOOKING INSTRUMENTS 
PLINGING INTO MY BODY. THE 
ACCURSED BRANDS UPON MY NECK AND 
LUMP FLARED LIKE FRESH BRANDS. 
WHITE LishT FILED My EYES AS THE 
EMOTIONS OVERWHELMED WE. | WAS 
‘JUST ABLE TO STOP MY SELF FROM 
KILLING THE WRETCHED CREATURE 
TAKING HIS EAR INSTEAD. 

(ON MY WAY INTO THE NIGHT AGAIN 
BEFORE HE COULD SCREAM. IT SEEMS 
TO HAVE ANOKEN SOMETHING DEEP 
INSIDE OF ME. A DARKNESS THAT 
WOULD CONSLIME ME IF | WERE TO 
ALLOW IT._| FEAR IT NOT FOR THE Loss 
(OF CONTROL, BUT BECAUSE | KNOW 
‘THAT IT IS PART OF MY CHECKERED 
PAST. THE BRANDS NOW BURN ALMOST 
EVERY SECOND OF THE DAY. THROBBING 
[AGAINST MY MUSCLES, AND SOUNDING A 
DRUM IN MY HEAD, THE BURNING 
GROWS TO THAT OF A SMOLDERING IRON 
PRESSED UP AGAINST MY HIDE AS MY 
EMOTIONS RISE. | HAVE FOUND ONLY 
(ONE THING THAT CALMS THE DEMONS 
UPON My SKIN, DAISIES. NOT THAT 
THEY ARE SIMPLE TO FIND NOW THAT 
THE WORLD IS A CINDER IN SPACE. A 
FLOWER IS AN INPOSSIBLE TRADE. | 
REMOVED MY NECK BRAND AFTER & 
BOUGHT OF UNWANTED ATTENTION. A 
MOMENT OF DISCOMFORT IS FAR LESS 
PAINFUL THEN TRYING TO LOOK OVER 
YOUR SHOULDER FOR THE REST OF YOUR 
LIFE. THE BRANDS ARE A CONSTANT 
REMINDER THAT SOMETHING DARK LIVES 
INSIDE WE. | FEEL IT PROWLNG IN MY 
MIND, AT ANY MOMENT IT COULD BREAK 
FREE. | DREAD THE THING INSIDE. 


KILL, | HAVE TO._NO PRIDE IS. 
TAKEN WHEN A LIFE IS ENDED. NO 
PLEASURE |S DERIVED FROM FINAL 
BREATH OF YOUR ACT. EACH LIFE 
THAT IS ENDED REMINDS ME THAT 
| HAVE JUST SNUFFED OUT A PAST. 
A PAST FILLED WITH MEMORIES 
AND HISTORY. THEN THE THOUGHT 
(OF THEM POSSIBLY KNOWING ME 
HITS ME, WHAT IF THIS MIND 
KNEW ME IN THE PAST, WHAT IF | 
JUST DESTROYED THE ONLY 
CHANCE | HAD LEFT? THERE IS NO 
ANXIETY OR PARANOIA, THOSE 
EMOTIONS DIED LONG AGO. IT 
DOES NOT MATTER IF THE KNOWL- 
EDGE WILL HAVE VALUE OTHER 
THEN TO FILL MY OWN BLANK 
PUZZLE, THE THOUGHT OF A 
COMPLETE PUZZLE IS THE ONLY 
THING THAT KEEP ME GOING NIGHT 
TO NIGHT. 
‘TRAVELING COMPANIONS HAVE 
BEEN SCARCE, RARELY DO PEOPLE 
TRAVEL ALONE. IN THE FOURTH 
YEAR THINGS HAD SETTLED. 
(GROUPS HAD FORMED COMMUNI- 
TIES, AND COMMUNITIES FORMED 
FUNCTIONING VILLAGES AND 
TOWNS. OH COURSE WITH ORGANI- 
ZATION AND THE GENERATION OF 
ANY KIND OF POWER COMES THE 
CORRUPT AND CHAOTIC. THE PER- 
PETUALLY DYING WANDERERS, 
THOSE WITH RADIATION SICKNESS 
HAD BEEN EXILED, THERE WAS NO 
HELP FOR THEM. THERE WAS NO 
HELP FOR ANY OF US. THOSE WITH 
THE SICKNESS WERE CONTAGIOUS 
IN OTHER WAYS. THEY WERE SENT 
‘OUT INTO THE DEPTHS OF THE 
WASTE. FORGOTTEN. BUT OVER 
‘TWE THEY MET OUT THERE DEEP 
IN THE FORGOTTEN SCORCHED 
LAND. THEY LOST SOMETHING OUT 
THERE. AT FIRST SMALL PACKS 
OF THEM BEGIN TO SHOW UP. THEY 
STARTED STEALING FOOD, TOOLS, 
WHAT EVER THEY NEEDED TO 
‘SURVIVE. PACKS TURNED INTO 
GANGS. "THE GANGS TURNED INTO 
ANOMADIC CITY, THE NOMAD CITY 
INTO A COLOSSAL RAIDING CONVOY. 
WHAT HAD STARTED OUT AS 
SURVIVAL TURNED INTO A RACE 
FOR DOMINATION. WHEN THEY 
BEGAN TO RUN OUT OF FOOD TO 
STEAL, THEY FOUND THEMSELVES 
HUNGRY WITHOUT A FOOD SOURCE. 
‘THEY BEGAN TO PREY UPON OTHER 
PLUSH. EVEN TRAVELING IN A 
GROUP WAS DANGEROUS. ONE 
PERSON WAS EASY PICKINSS, FIVE 
PEOPLE WERE A BUFFET. THEY ARE 
‘MAD CANNIBALS, HELL BENT ON 
CHAOS. THE PEOPLE HAVE NAMED 
THEM THE CONVOY, AFTER THE 
MANNER IN WHICH THEY TRAVEL. 


‘STIL | TRAVELED ON MY OWN. | 
BARELY SPEAK ANYMORE, AS THERE ARE 
VERY FEW PEOPLE TO TALK TO AND 

EVEN LESS THAT CARE TO LISTEN. 
‘THOSE THAT 00 TALK WANT ONE OF 

THREE THINGS. 

“DO YOU HAVE ANY INFORMATION OF 
‘THE OTHER cies OR COMMUNITIES?” 

“HOW MUCH FOR A NIGHT?” 

‘AND MY PERSONAL FAVORITE. 
"Your LIFE OR YOUR VALUABLES!” 

‘THe FIRST 1s ALWAYS THE SANE 

ANSWER, OVER AND OVER AND OVER 

AGAIN. THE CITES HAVE FALLEN, THERE 

1S NOTHING BUT WASTELAND AND. 

BITTER FRIGHTENED COMMUNITIES 

SCATTERED ACROSS THE GLOBE. THE 

‘SECOND IS A TOOL FOR THE PEOPLE OF 

‘THE TINE. BUT NO ONE TOUCHES ME 

WITHOUT i EXPRESS PERMISSION. 

THE THIRD 1S MET WITH CLAWS, FANGS, 

AND STEEL. NO ONE TAKES WHAT IS 

‘Mine. 

‘ANY CONVERSATION OUTSIDE THAT IS 

AWASTE OF ENERSY. ONLY TWO 

THINGS CAN COME OF IT, TROUBLE AND 

MISCOMMUNICATION. BOTH WILL LEAVE 

YOU WITH THE FLIES ON THE SIDE OF 

THE ROAD. AM TOO ABRASIVE AND 

CENTERED ON MY OWN PERSONAL 

GOALS TO WANT A COMPANION. THOSE 

THAT FOLLOW ME FIND TROUBLE Is 

MOST OFTEN RIGHT BEHIND Me. THOSE 

THAT LIVE INeveR SEE AGAIN, THOSE 

THAT DIE, ARE FORGOTTEN. 1'D0 NOT 

KNOW Wir THEY FOLLOW; | 6uESS | 

‘SEEM LIKE | KNOW WHERE | AM GOINS, 

CONFOENT, WALKING WITH A PURPOSE, 

BYES ALWAYS ON MY GOAL. “SADLY THIS 

1S CNLY AN ILLUSION, I TRAVEL TO THE 

[BEAT OF MY QHN AAD DRUMS. | WANT 

70 YELL AT PEOPLE TO STOP FOLLOW- 
ING ME, THAT | D0 NOT KNOW WHERE | 
AM GOING. Ti€ FEAR OF BEING ALONE 
1s PREVALENT IN THEIR EVES. | KNOW 
THAT FEAR; | SUPPERED WITH THEIR 
FEAR FOR A LONG TINE BEFORE | CON- 
QUERED IT. THEY FOLLOW, THEY LEAVE. 
They FOLLOW, THEY Die. THeY FOLLOW, 
THEY LEAVE. VIMERE AM | GONG? 

Casay. 

WALKING DOES NOT BOTHER ME AS 
MUCH AS IT USED TOO. | CAN &O 
WITHOUT SLEEP FOR TWO WEEKS, WALK 
INDEFINITELY, AND Go WITHOUT FooD 
FOR WHO KNOWS HOW LONS. I FOR 
ONE CANNOT SEE AN END TO MY LIFE 
THROUGH MEANS OF EXHAUSTION. $0 I 
PACE MYSELF. | TRAVEL ON MY OWN; 
COMPANIONS HAVE THIS WRETCHED 
HABIT OF SLEEPING THROUGH HALF OF 
THEIR LIVES. | RARELY SPEAK TO 
ANYONE. TRAVELING IS LIMITED TO 
WEATHER, WHICH IS CONVENIENT SINCE 
THERE ARE NOW ONLY TWO SEASONS. 

THE AR SEASON AND THE 
"DROWNING". ARID SEASON LASTS 
THREE HINDRED AND FORTY DAYS OF 
THE YEAR, FLUCTUATING BETWEEN COLD 
AND VERY COLD. INTERRUPTED BY A 

VIOLENT FIVE DAY DOWN POUR, AND A 
“TWENTY-DAY MID PLDDLE. AND THEN 
‘THE LIND Sucks UP ALL THE CAUSTIC 
WATER AND RETUANS TO ITS HARSH 
STATE, THERE ARE OCCASIONAL 

‘SHOWERS THROUGHOUT THe YEAR SUT 

THE RAN LASTS NO MORE THEN & FEW 

MINUTES. NOT EVEN ENOUGH TO MOVE 

THE DUST AROUND. AND THEN THERE 

1 THE *eNOW. 


“THE show Is ACTUALLY NUCLEAR ASK THAT GETS || SiR 


CAUGHT IN AIR CURRENTS. IT FBLLS TO EARTH IN| 
“THICK HEAVY BLANCETS. "THE RADIATION 1S 
(MINIMAL AND UNLESS YOU ARE BURIED IN TT FOR 
‘A WEEK NEED NOT WORRY. WHAT DOES WORRY 
‘ONE 1S THE ACIDIC CONTENT. JUST ENOUGH SO. 
UPON CONTACT IT LEAVES YOU WITH AN ITCHY 
CHEMICAL RASH THAT TAKES DAYS TO GO AWAY. 
‘AFTER TEN YEARS OF SNOW EVERY MONTH THE 
‘CLOUD WAS WRUNG ITSELF OUT. NOW WE GET 
‘SNOW MAYBE FOUR MONTHS OUT OF THE YEAR. 
TIS Like THIS WORLDWIDE. THOUGH ONLY TWO 
(OF THE FOUR CONTINENTS REALLY HOLD A SUB- 
STANTIAL POPULATION. THE REST IS WILDER- 
WHO AM IP WHERE AM I GONG? 
HAVE YET TO FIND SOMEONE WITHOUT A 
CLUELESS LOOK IN THEIR EYES. MANY PEOPLE 
HAVE ALREADY FORGOTTEN THEIR PASTS. WROTE 
IT OFF AS A BAD DREAM AND ACCEPTED THEIR 
FATE. THERE IS NOTHING LEFT TO REMIND THEM 
(OF WHAT ONCE WAS, SO IT BECOMES NOTHING 
MORE THEN WASINATION. BROWNS SOLDIERS. 
|ARE NONCEXISTENT. THOSE THAT FOUGHT HAVE 
DieD, THOSE THAT WEAR THE INSIGNIA DIE, AND 
THOSE THAT WENT TO GROUND HAVE NOT BEEN 
HEARD OF SINCE THE FALLOUT. THE ONE THING 
THE PEOPLE HAVE IN COMMON IS THEIR HATRED 
FOR THE BROKEN CIRCLE AND ANYTHING 
RELATING TO BROWN 
WITH THE HATRED OF BROWN AND His FORMER 
BROKEN CIRCLE LOYALISTS IS THE PREJUDICE 
AGAINST SUSPECTED STUFFED BEINGS. THE 
ACEUSED 1S SHINNED, PERSECUTED, HARASSED, 
EXILED, BEAT, QUESTIONED, OR JUST QUTRIGHT 
KILLED.” EVERYONE KEEPS A WARY EXE ON 
EVERIONE ELSE; THERE IS NO WAY TO TELL THE 
DIFFERENCE ANYMORE. MEDICAL TESTS ARE A 
THING OF THE PAST AND EVEN IF THEY WERE 


BECOME A WASTE OF TIME AFTER YOU FIND 
ENPTY POSTS WHEREVER YOU LAND. LiKE 
BLEACHED SKLLLS THE BASES LAY DEAD. 
DESERTED AND RANSACKED THEY ARE GUTTED 
REMNANTS OF WHAT WAS. FOX DESTROVED IT ALL 
IN ONE SWIFT BLOW TO THE WORLD. 
WANDER THROUGH EACH DESERTED BASE 
HOPING TO FIND SOME INFORMATION. A LOS, A 
LEDSER, BOOK, COMPUTER, OR EVEN SCRAP OF 
PAPER." BUT AFTER TEN YEARS OF DECAY AND A 
HARSH ENVIRONMENT ALL I FIND IS COCK- 
ROACHES AND FLIES, GHOSTS OF VOICES AND 
WRATHS OF SCENTS LINGER HERE AND THERE. 
OCCASIONALLY I FIND & SMALL COMMUNITY 
HUDDLED IN AN ABANDONED POST. PEOPLE THAT 
WHISPER THE RUMORS OF THE OPERATIONAL 
BROKEN CIRCLE BASES EVEN AS THEY UNKNOW- 
INGLY SIT INSIDE ONE. TO THEI IT IS JUST A 
‘SHELTER FROM THE WORLD, A PLACE OUT OF THE 
WIND. “THEY GREAT ME KINDLY, A WOMAN ON HER 
COUN IS FAR LESS SUSPICIOUS THEN A MAN. PAR 
NORE VULNERABLE AND APT TO MAKE EVEN 
‘SANE PEOPLE DO STUPD THINGS, BUT FAR Less. 
‘SUSPICIOUS, 


THEY ARE TRULY INTER- 
ESTED IN WANDERERS, 
TIRED OF THEIR SAME OLD 
STORIES AND RUMORS, THEY 
FEED ON NEWS LIKE A 
‘STARING PACK OF ANIMALS, 
GIVE THEM WHAT | CAN, 
SOMETIMES COLORING | 
VIVIDLY WITH SHADES OF 
HOPE OR ADVENTURE. THE 
REALITY HOWEVER, IS THAT | 
KNOW ABOUT AS MICH AS 
THEY DO. PASSIVE AS THEY 
‘ARE, THERE ARE THOSE OUT 
THERE THAT WANT NOTHING 
‘MORE THEN TO PREY UPON 
THE MEEK. THE NOMADIC 
GANGS LOOT, RAPE AND 
PILLAGE; | lleSS SOME 
THINGS NEVER DIE. THERE 
WILL ALWAYS BE A STATE OF 
(CRUELTY AND MALEFICENCE. 
VEHICLES WERE COMMON 
FOR THE FIRST TWO YEARS, 
PEOPLE MANAGED TO GET 
THEM RUNNING WITHOUT 
‘THE AID OF ELECTRONICS. 
WITH ALL THINGS THAT 
NEED ENERGY TO RUN THE 
FUEL SOON RAN OUT. WITH 
ALL THE DEATH, AND DIS 
RUPTION CAUSED BY THE 
BLAST THERE WAS NO ONE 
LEFT TO WORK THE FUEL 
REFINERIES, ALL THE 
HANDS THAT COULD, EITHER 
LEFT LONG BEFORE'TO FIND 
‘SHELTER AND FOOD, OR 
DIED OF ONE OF MANY 
PITFALLS, BY THE END OF 
‘THE FOURTH YEAR EVERY 
VEHICLE THAT HAD BEEN ON 
‘THE ROAD WAS SUDDENLY 
SITTING ON THE SIDE, 
‘ABANDONED. Now TEN 
YEARS AFTER THE BLAST 
THERE ARE TINY RUMORS OF 
‘A COMPANY IN THE EAST 
HIRING SKILLED WORKERS TO 
WORK IN THEIR REFINERY. 
IT Is ONLY RUMORS 
THOUGH; WHISPERS OF 
SOMETHING MORE DIABOLI- 
CAL KEEP A LOT OF PEOPLE 
FROM LEAVING. HUNGER 
AND COMPANY KEEP A LOT 
OF PEOPLE FROM TREKKING 
OUT. THE WORLD WAS 
ROLLED BACK FIVE HUNDRED 
YEARS IN A SWIFT STROKE, 


